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YUKON CELEBRATES 
AN ANNIVERSARY 


By Mamie Legris 


Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon — It is June again — the 
month in which Maryhouse, the second foundation of Domus 
Dominae, the Madona House Apostolate, was born. Yes, on June 13, 
1957, Maryhouse will be three years old. It could easily be thirty 
years because so much has happened and then again it could be 
three months because the time has gone so quickly. They have been 
pleasant years but hard and rugged ones. The Yukon is like that. 

We began with Maryhouse and|night with or without a black eye 
for the first two years our work/or a broken jaw. Quite often they 
was mainly that of feeding and|have a baby under their arm — 
lodging the transients and In-|the story: “Please let me in for 
dians. That was plenty — and we|the night; I'll sleep any place; 
had few idle moments. Last June} just keep me safe. Freddie or Jerry 
Bishop Coudert gave us an addi-|jor David is drunk again and he 
tional mandate — that of board-| threatened to kill me,” is not new 
ing five Indian High School boys/to us. A few hours later, Freddie 
for this present school term and/or Jerry will arrive looking for his 





for next term also. He gave us a| 


60 ft. barracks to renovate and 
make habitable. With plenty of | 
hard work, a lot of fun and a few 
tears it was ready for occupation 
by the boys, Fr. Gene, Louie and 
the transient men on November 
30th. At last we had a separate 
building for men — and St. 
Joseph’s House, across the street 
from Maryhouse, was born. 


Proud Foster Parents 


Our space doubled and I’m sure 
the work quadruplicated. To be 
the foster parents of five teen-age 
boys in any ordinary set-up would 
be a big task — but in our house 
where we have transient men and 
women, children, alcoholics, peo- 
ple who have been released from 
jail, and many with not too good 
a reputation, it was even bigger. 
The patience and kindness with 
which Louie has trained the boys 
being brother and father to 
them at the same time — has cer- 
tainly borne fruit. There is a good 
spirit among them — one that 
would be hard to match any place. 
They feel at home here and we 
love them and try to make Mary- 
house a pleasant, cheerful home 
for them. We rejoice when they 
bring home a good term report 
card — Joe has recently been 
made Patrol Leader of his Boy 
Scout Pack; Dalton won a cup for 





being the cleanest player on the|P 


Jr. C.Y.O. hockey team; Vincent 
won a prize for making the high- 
est score at the shooting gallery 
—so do you wonder that we think 
they are the best five boys in the 
world? 
A Busy Doorbell 

Our transient work has increas- 
ed by leaps and bounds. More and 
more alcoholics knock on our door 
at any hour of the day or night. 
We all spend hours listening to 
their troubles, and doing all in 
our power to help them. Time and 
time again they relapse into their 
old drinking habits — yet they 
come back — they like the Pax 
and Caritas at Maryhouse; they 
know we do not despise them, but 
are interested in them and under- 
stand their problems. 

Maryhouse has often been a 
refuge for beaten-up native girls. 
They arrive at any time of the 
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spouse. He is told in a firm voice 
to move on or we will phone the 
Mounties. There is usually no 
argument. 

Maryhouse has become a temp- 
orary home for many children 
from broken homes. They stay 
with us until the Children’s Aid 
Case Worker can place them in 
foster homes or find their parents. 
It is tough to see children in such 
a condition. I have seen little, 
seven year old girls with such sad, 
old eyes that they were no longer 
able to smile when their mothers 
were finally located or perhaps 
released from jail after having 
served a sentence. 

Babies Too 

Maryhouse has been a tempor- 
orary nursery for babies and older 
children who are recuperating 
from various illnesses. We will 
long remember the little Washpan 
(that’s his name) baby who was 
so weak that he could barely 
move. What a delight it was to 
see him get stronger, begin to 
kick and coo and finally to smile. 
It was worth all the _ sleepless 
nights we spent with him. There 
was Go-Gadda (her real name was 
Marie) who stole the show for two 
months. “Go-Gadda” is an Indian 
word which means: “she who will 
eat anything.” She pulled the 
books off the library shelves; she 
ut her teddy bear in the chapel; 
she often left her doll on Father 
Gene’s vestments as she walked 
through the sacristy on her way 
to breakfast. One day when she 
saw Mary picking the dead leaves 
off the plants in the library, she 
promptly came to our living room 
off our only African Violet. We 
will never forget her familiar re- 
guests: “Give me oranges; me 
want raisins; me want cocoa; 
Louie, have some pop corn (puff- 
ed rice) for breakfast.” 

From Europe — Guests 

Recently many Hungarian 
Refugees have arrived in White- 
horse. Sometimes from ten to 
twenty of them come at one time. 
The Immigration Officer has 
quite a time getting accommoda- 
tions for them and finally asked 
us if we would take a few each 
time. Well, it has been quite an ex- 
perience. Sometimes we have five 
or six of them — they can’t speak 
English. But all of us have learned 
a few words and when we say: 
“Jo Reggeldt!”~(Good Morning!) 
or “Isten Hozta Whitehorseba!” 
(Welcome to Whitehorse) their 
faces light up. I have to admit 
that most of our conversations are 
carried on by pantomime. In the 
past few weeks we have had many 
different nationalities represented 
in our hostel. When we count to 
find the number of places to set 
at table you will hear: “There is 
the Spaniard, the Swede, the Aus- 
trian, the five Hungarians, the 
three German fellows, the woman 
from Yugoslavia, the French man, 
our five boys and the three Indian 
women in the hostel.” That’s hard 
to believe but it’s true! 

No Room in The Inn 

I am constantly refusing beds 
to the destitute — we just don’t 
have them. Fr. Triggs phoned last 
night to find out if we had any 
available beds. Two stranded men 
were in his office. When I answer- 
ed in the negative he said: “TI’ll 
give them five dollars for a hotel 
room.” I said: “Well, we can feed 
them here.” So until the men get 
work, that is how they will be 
taken care of. Tonight three Aus- 
trians came to Maryhouse. As 
usual there were no beds. So they 

(Continued on Page Four) 








Other Apostolates 











To our readers who are inter- 
ested in the fields of the lay apos- 
tolate, we might recommend a 
very excellent little letter service 
that is sent out by the Interna- 
tional Catholic Auxiliaries of 1103 
North Dearborn St., Chicago 10, 





Illinois, which is entitled “MIS-| 
SIONOTES.” The_ subscription| 
price is $1.00 a year. We found it| 
particularly interesting to note} 
the similarities of approach and_| 
of thinking on the solution of| 
problems facing lay apostolates. | 
We would like to quote from their 
January letter: 

“First of all, in discussing train- 
ing, we must know what we're 
aiming at. To put it briefly, an 
Auxiliary is someone who has 
dedicated her life to God in the 
World as a lay person. She lives 
out her consecration in a mission 
country with the general purpose 
of the establishment of the 
Church and the specific purpose 
of the promotion of a responsible 
and apostolic Christian laity in 
those countries. She does this 
through her profession and in a 
particular framework of life — the 
team — also in a particular spirit. 


Ever Easter 


“The spiritual life of an Auxiliary 
should be such as to bear witness 
to the Resurrection — that Christ, 
in rising, has conquered sin and 
death once for all. Optimism, 





courage, joy are the outward signs | 
of this certainty. The particular 
form of consecration asked of her 
is not only to give herself to God 
by renouncing marriage, possess- 
ions, personal ambition, but to 
give herself generously to Him 
through His children and in their 
service for the establishment of 
His kingdom. 

“As a lay person she should be 
someone who values and respects 
human effort, culture, progress 
and science in themselves, and 
this conviction must show in her 
life. If it does, the fact that she 
bears witness to the supremacy of 
the spiritual will carry far more 
weight than if she underestimated 
human values Her love of God 
and her appreciation of human 
values should help her also to be 
ready, in all humility, to cooper- 
ate with everyone, whether Chris- 
tian or not, and to learn from 
them In this connection an Aux- 
iliary is expected to make a par- 
ticular effort to detach herself 
from her country of origin in 
order to be one in heart and 
mind with the people of her mis- 
sion country. The superiority of 
Christian love over race, class and 
national barriers must be shown 
by her personally and by the fact 
that she lives in a team of mixed 
nationalities and backgrounds. All 
of this requires detachment, hu- 
mility and great Charity. 

“Having looked briefly at the 
objectives we now come to the 





next point — who is trying to 


reach this objective. The answer 
is — as mixed a group of girls as 
you could hope to find anywhere. 
They come from seventeen differ- 
ent nationalities — each with her 
own background, personality, edu- 
cation, experience and _ abilities. 
The training that is to help all 
these girls towards the fulfillment 
of their vocation must be very 
complete and at the same time 
very flexible. 


Essential Training 


“The program of training can| 
be broken down into the two main | 


aspects: and _ profes- 


sional. 

“The Spiritual training must be 
understood to embrace not only 
the personal spiritual life of an 
Auxiliary, but also the natural 
and supernatural aspects of her 
missionary and apostolic training. 
It is given through the three 
principal means of (1) personal 
guidance and spiritual direction, 
(2) the study of the doctrines of 
the Church and other allied sub- 
jects and (3) the study and prac- 
tical experience of various forms 
or methods of apostolate. 


Personal Guidance 


Spiritual direction is supple- 
mented by guidance or coun- 
selling given to those in training 
by the members of the staff of 
the training center. Every two or 
three weeks the Auxiliary in train- 
ing will have an interview with 
a member of the staff and discuss 
any problems or difficulties she 
may have. A great degree of the 
responsibility for her own progress 
rests on her, and it is up to her 
to mention anything about which 
she needs advice or help. These 
discussions may cover anything 
from her progress in prayer, to 
the quality and quantity of her 
work — from doubts about her 
vocation to a clash of personality 
with another Auxiliary. 


** . .. Needless to say, this spirit 
of the gospels is best taught by 
Our Lord Himself through those 
means He chose for all — the 
Mass and the Sacraments. Every 
opportunity is given in the train- 
ing centers to learn about the 
place of the Mass and the Sacra- 
ments in the Christian life, and 
to put it into practice. Here again 
the courses, counselling, and also 
active liturgical participation in 
dialogue Masses help towards a 
spirituality based on firm founda- 
tions and readily adaptable to all 
cultures.” 


“ , .. One of the dangers in- 
herent in a formal training pro- 
gram such as ours, given to lay 
people, is that the physical set-up 
involved — a big group living to- 
gether, well-ordered daily sched- 
ule of prayer, study, work, and 
recreation, an organized series of 
interesting courses — tends to 
isolate them from the world and 
make their knowledge of the 
apostolate too theoretical. If this 
resulted it would mean the whole 
program of training had failed, 
since itS object is to train strong, 
reliable apostles who can incarn- 
ate Christianity in the world.” 


spiritual 
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“Have You Met Despair?’ 


Edmonton D 


irector Asks 


By Dorothy Phillips 
Marian Centre, Edmonton, Alberta -— It happened yesterday. 


For the first time in months I once again started have a closer 
contact with our Brothers in Christ. For the first time in my life, I 
saw such bitterness that I literally and physically felt the fear of a 
man’s despair. I felt it, as one would feel a heavy blow, the greatness 











of which would permeate every cell of one’s body. 


My heart didn’t flutter or beat| 
faster. My nerves didn’t jump, nor 
did my hand shake. But as his 
eyes pierced mine there was a 
heavy, yet sharp pain roaring 


| through me. A quick prayer to St. 
|Michael and to the Holy Ghost 


that I might do the right thing, | 
for this man was ready to lash 
out physically at anything or 
anyone. At the moment, I was the 
only person present. As he half 
rose from the bench, his eyes 
breathing solid hatred for man- 
kind as a whole, and probing into 
the very depths of mine, I knew 
that if he found anything there 
but love and compassion, the last 
vestige of his self control would 
be gone. In all truth, hell would 
break loose. 


Despair Defeated 
God is good, for as our eyes 


month. We have sufficient money 


| for the foundation, and if the four 


walls are to go up before next 
winter sets in we can delay no 
longer. In order to get hose four 
walls up and to get the furnish- 
ings and equipment needed, we 
will pray, work and beg. Forgive 


| us if we are shameless in our pray- 


ing, working and begging, but the 
weight of seeing Christ being 
wiped out in men, and being re- 
placed by despair and hatred, 
urges us on and forces us to be- 
come shameless for Him. 

It is also our prayer that God 
may continue to bless and protect 
you all. 





held, a deep love for him surged 
into my heart and fear was ban- 
ished. Slowly his eyes softened, | 
and after what seemed to be an} 
interminable time, his hands un-| 
clenched. As his muscles began to} 
relax he left his half-standing| 
position and sat back again. When 
his breathing returned to normal, 
he reached into his pocket and 
drew out a well worn rosary. He) 
looked at it almost tenderly, 
clenched it in his hand and then 





said. “1 have orie trierid Dot: God} ‘g 


| 


is my friend.” He was silent a 
moment, then his eyes held mine 
again. This time there was a mist 
on them. Some of the pain was 
gone and a vestige of peace was| 
apparent. “God knows,” he said. | 
“God knows and He understands.” | 

A cup of tea, a cigarette, and he} 
unfolded his story to me. It was| 
a tale of forty years of tragedy 
and sorrow. It is too long and too} 
sad to repeat here. When he left, | 
it was only with the meagre com-| 
fort of having eaten again and the 
assurance of a bed for the night | 
which we provided for him. He 
shook my hand in a warm clasp 
and asked me and the others to 
pray for him. As he started down 
the steps to the street I heard 
him say, “I do love God you know 
and that wonderful Mother of! 
His.” He spoke with clear sincerity | 
as he uttered his profession of 
love. 

It is a dreadful thing to see 
despair. It is a dreadful thing to 
see hatred. Yet I think it is more 
dreadful to ignore the fact that 
they exist. Still in countries such 
as ours, wealthy countries, com- 
fortable and easy countries, two 
years of begging for the cash 
needed to give these unfortunate 
souls hope and shelter has proven 








almost fruitless. After two years 
of trying to raise $40,000.00 for a 
building, and with much scraping, 
saving, etc., we have not yet been 
able to raise half the amount. 
Almost twenty thousand people 
have been fed in our small dining 
room since January first of this 
year. 
We Could Despair! 

Think of it dear readers, it is 
a house that is large enough for a 
family of about seven people. Look 
at your own house and your own 
kitchen and try and picture feed- 
ing close to three hundred men 
daily there. You will then have an 
approximate picture of what we 
mean. 

For ourselves, we couldn’t care 
less for we have voluntarily em- 
braced Lady Poverty. But for our 
Brothers in Christ, for their 
human dignity, we implore you 
to give of your surplus, maybe 
even of your needs. I once lived 
by a railroad track. where cattle 
were loaded into box cars. They 
stood crowded in a small corral 
in all kinds of weather patiently 
waiting to be allowed into the 
small quarters of the box car. 
Truthfully, as I watch the men 
in the lineup, I am reminded of 
this childhood scene. 

We Won’t Despair! 

But to go on with what is hap- 

pening at Marian Centre. We are 












COMBERMERE DIARY’ 


New Appointment: Miss Terry 
Richaud who has been working 
as a Staff Worker in the Marian 
Centre in Edmonton has_ been 
appointed to Maryhouse in White 
horse, Yukon Territory. 

We happened to overhear a con- 
versation recently about the Ma- 
donna House Clothing Room and 
so asked Marilyn Williamson for 
this year’s statistics. She tells us 
that there were 133 people in 
January; 265 in February; 342 in 
March; and 378 in April; a total of 
1,118 people in four months. 

Trudi Cortens, our Assistant 
Director, spent her holidays with 
her father in Edmonton and in 
Whitehorse. When Joe Walker and 
Ray Fecteau returned from their 
vacation they were driving a 1936 
Buick which had been donated 
for the work in Arizona. 

The three new Staff Workers 
who took their promises on Holy 
Thursday are Michael Wright, 
Denis Happy and Rae Jeanne 
Neubig. 

We missed Eddie very much 
during May, as he was off to New 
York and points South on another 
Book Conference. 

The Arizona group left in the 
middle of May in company with 
Father Hannon, the Pastor of 
Madre de Dios Parish in Winslow, 
Arizona. 

May Kay Rowland who has 
been appointed the Director of the 
Portland, Oregon, House went 
there by way of Edmonton, Yukon 
and Vancouver. 

B also left Madonna House to 
go to Portland, Oregon, to assist 
in the inauguration of the work 
there. 

The farm program has_ been 
extended with the purchase of 
another farm that has been 
named “St. Benedict’s Acres.” 

We are looking forward to a 
busy and happy Summer School 
this year, as there will be really 
two separate schools in session. 
One at Madonna House for the 
single people, and one at the Cana 
Colony, at St. Anne’s Farm for 
married people and their families. 

We hope that your vacation is 











starting to build within the next 


pleasant too, 
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WHERE LOVE IS —GOD IS 


The heart is a symbol. A symbol of love. And 
June, the month of the Sacred Heart, brings forth 
once again the LOVE OF GOD FOR MEN. 


It seems strange at first thought, that this has 
to be done, so soon after the celebration of the Feast 
of Love—Easter! The feast that was God’s love letter, 
written in pain, blood, and joy .. . a letter so vivid, so 
eternal, so perfect, that one would think, it would be 
etched upon our minds, souls, and hearts forever and 
ever. For what greater proof of love can there be— 
than such a death for the beloved—the soul of man? 
Followed by the glorious Resurrection (love like that 
cannot die) of the Lord... with its zeal of hope and 
infinite joy. For our redemption, with its promise of 
reunion with Him in eternity was accomplished. 


Mother Church, though, in truth is a wise 
mother. She knows the weakness and strength of her 
earthly children. So ceaselessly she brings forth the 
never ending story of God’s love for us, before our 
very eyes. 


If only we followed her step by step, as she 
opens the book of love. The Mass Book—The Missal. 
If only we followed it, by participating in the Holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass daily. Then indeed, the love of 
God for us — would overwhelm us... . drown us... 
encompass us—until by the sheer weight of its infinity, 
its immensity, its ardor, its beauty—we would begin 
to love God madly in return. 


For how else can one love God? Except madly! 
With one’s whole being! How else can one have happi- 
ness, peace, joy in this world of grief, tragedy and 
sorrow—-except Ih lovin!” LOVE INCARNATE? 


How foolish are we, that so many of us are still 
blind to the one answer to all our questions, personal, 
national and international. All of them would be solved 
if “WE LOVED GOD MADLY.” For if we loved Him— 
our eyes would be open. And we would see His face 
in that of our neighbour everywhere, and love that 
neighbour because he was “HIM WHOM OUR HEART 
LOVED.” 


We would love creation, all of it. From stones 
to animals, from leaves to typewriters — for in each 
and everything we see, use, and have, God’s love is 
evident. Each He has created or helped man to create 
out of what already had been done by Him through 
the intelligence He has given man. 


Order would come into the life of the world. 
Goods would be equitably distributed because man 
would love man, since he loved God. And the other 
“creatures of God” would be used for His honour and 
glory, which would mean for peaceful common under- 
takings, not_war, death, and destruction. 


Yes — the heart is the symbol of love. The 
month of June speaks to us of His Sacred Heart — 
Mother Church brings once more before our eyes... 
the love of her Bridegroom for us. . . will we at long 
last understand? And understanding turn our faces 
to Him — and shedding all our concerns . . . LOVE 
HIM MADLY BACK? For if we do... then all other 
things will be added to us... . and THE KINGDOM 
OF GOD ... THE KINGDOM OF LOVE WILL COME 
TO DWELL WITHIN US...NOW...HERE...ON 
THIS VERY EARTH WE TREAD EVERYDAY... 
AND IT AND WE SHALL BE TRANSFIGURED ..... 
AND DARKNESS SHALL VANISH . . . AND LIGHT 
. .. THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD AND HIS PEACE 
WILL COME AND DWELL WITH US. 


OH SACRED HEART OF JESUS . . . SYMBOL 


OF YOUR LOVE FOR US... TEACH US HOW TO 
LOVE YOU BACK. 


THE FULLNESS 


OF DIVINITY, 
WAVE MERCY, 

















Eddies of 1957 


Eddie Doherty 











Does anybody mind if I say a 
few good words for the dollar? 
The Canadian dollar or the U.S.A. 
dollar. To me a dollar is a dollar, 
this side of the border or the other 
side. And the more the merrier! 

And, in spite of all the goody- 
goody people tell you, and in spite 
of all the pious condemnation you 
may hear about the wicked rich, 
and the vulgar capitalists, and 
the blood-sucking international 
bankers, I am still confident you 
will agree with me that the dollar 
really can be one of your best 
friends. 

Money Talks 

One gets more than a little tired 
of hearing American capitalism 
condemned, and American busi- 
nessmen referred to as exploiters 
of the poor. One gets more than 
frightfully bored with all this talk 
of “dollar diplomacy.” One gets 
downright mad. That talk comes 
from people who hate this part of 
the world, this system of living. 
It springs from terrible envy, from 
awful greed, from insatiable avar- 


lice and from implacable malign- 
}ancy. Our money talks. And it 


speaks a friendly longing. 

I remember a woman in Fin- 
land. It was on a February day 
in 1940, in the little town of 
Rovaniemi, far up in the north 
of that heroic country. That was 
the time, you remember, when 
Finland had ferociously hurled its 
terrible might on poor unsuspect- 
ing always-trusting Russia — and 
Russia was forced to defend her- 
self, even with weapons of war! 
Actually! 

The Russian planes were over- 
head then, bombing the town, and 
I was talking to the woman. She 
owned the local drug store. She 
spoke beautiful English; and she 
had been in America and many 
other lands. She couldn’t say 
enough about America. She spoke 
about it as some people speak 
about religion. 


goodwill and the charity of the 
people in these two countries. He 
asks for it not only in the name 
of charity, but also in the name 
of common-sense, and in the name 
of our own self-interest — though 
he doesn’t put it that way. 

“The Catholic faith in my part 
of Africa,” he says, “spreads with 
a holy violence. If I had native 
priests enough we should soon 
have a solidly Christian country. 

“Communism is spreading with 
an unholy violence; and it seems 
to be spreading as fast as the 
Catholic Faith. It is a race be- 
tween Love and Hate, if you 
please. As simple as that. 

“If we can get dollars enough 
to build a seminary for native 
priests, Communism will not have 
a chance to destroy our people. I 
have 150 young men now ready 
for the priesthood, and some- 
where between 100 and 250 more 
almost ready. All we need is a 
house. A seminary. I can build 
and equip such a place, one able 
to house 350 young men, for as 
little as $35,000.” 

He Likes Us 

The bishop visited Madonna 
House three times during the 
month of April. He said Mass. On 





‘Holy Thursday he officiated at 
| the ceremonies, and kissed the 
feet of twelve men at the Manda- 
frog — the ritualistic washing of 
eet. 

He visited our two farms. He 
inspected everything there, and 
everything in Madonna House, 
and in St. Martha’s across the 
|road. He put on some old clothes, 


| and an unsightly hat, one day, 
jand helped paint benches made 
for the Cana Colony at St. Anne’s. 
|He confessed it was the first time 
|he had ever held a paint brush, or 
attempted to paint anything at 
\all. He was delighted with the 
|“job.” He was delighted with 
|everything in and about Madonna 
House, especially with the boys 
jand girls and the priests — and 
|with “the spirit of the house.” 

| Do not be surprised if you read 
someday that Madonna House is 
|sending lay missionaries to the 
diocese of Rutabo. 


Dollars For a Mission 
Incidentally, if it occurs to you 
ithat your dollars may become lay 


| 





Seen leaving the “blue 
are (1. to r.) Rev. Thomas Rowland; His Excellency, 
Bishop Laurean Rogumbwa, of Tanganyika, Africa; 
and Rev. John Callahan, Chaplain. 








door” of Madonna House 





Hope Of The World 

“America!’’, she said to me. 
“The very name brings joy and 
hope to the world. Oh, I am not 
talking about its might, nor its 
riches, nor its genius. I’m speak- 
ing of its generosity. There is 
never an earthquake, nor a great 
flood, nor a famine, nor an epi- 
demic, nor a disaster of any kind, 
but what you’ll find American 
ships hurrying to the rescue with 
holds laden with tons and tons of 
food, warm clothing, medicines, 
household furniture, and every- 
thing else that may be needed. 
God never knew such a people in 
all the history of the world as the 
people of North America. How He 
must bless them. America is the 
hope of the world!” 

_The dollar, the dollar given in 
pity or sympathy or encourage- 
ment—or in tragic need or press- 
ing necessity—has made a million 
friends. On such dollars America 
has become great. The continent 
grows on what it gives away. It 
doesn’t have to wait to fulfill the 
statement that a dead hand brings 
to heaven only what it gave away. 
America’s hand is always alive 
i giving. The generous never 

e. 


It was with implicit confidence, 
therefore, that The Most Rev. 
Laurian Rugambwa, bishop of 
Rutabo, Tanganyika, British East 
Africa, came recently to the 


United States and Canada. And he 
is as charmed with our people as 
was the woman in that little drug 
store in the frozen north of Fin- 
land. 
A Mission For Dollars 

He needs money. He needs it 
badly. It is vital to the welfare 
of his people. He asks it from the 


missionaries too, everybody in 
Madonna House will cheer! Your 
dollar can be your best friend if 
you give it to the missions — 
lespecially in Africa where the 
faith now fights so desperately the 
enemies of God. Your dollars will 
do valiant work in the dark con- 
tinent — and they will bring you 
untold graces, undreamed of 
riches and prayers. 

“I storm heaven day and night,” 
the bishop said, “not only for my 
poor people and their vital needs, 
but also for those wonderful souls 
who listen to my pleas and who 
give me from their hearts as well 
as from their pockets and their 
purses and their bank books and 


their vaults. God bless them. How 
many many prayers go up for 
them from all my people! How 
many many Masses are being said 
for them, and will continue to be 
said for them so long as the dio- 
cese remains!” 
Hospital and Schools 

We asked the bishop what he 
needed in addition to the sem- 
inary. 

“Schools,” he said. “Schools are 
essential to our work. We need 
at least half a dozen large schools. 


girls. We need a school for the 
teaching of building-construction. 
We need an agricultural school. 
We need trade schools. 

“Ah yes, and a hospital. A hos- 
pital big enough to care for a 
population of 126,000. 

“We are so poor, so very poor! 
And our needs are so extensive, 
and so very very urgent that I 





might be tempted to despair at 


We need schools for boys and/|L¢ 


getting enough money. But I 
have hope. I have abundant hope. 
Priests and teachers and doctors 
and nurses, a seminary, a hospital, 
and schools! These are the hopes 
of Africa. We can get them only 
from you, from America. America 
is the hope of the world! God 
bless you.” 

The following is a “breakdown” 
of the bishop’s needs. If you are 
willing to let your dollars serve 
as missionaries, priests, teachers, 
doctors, nurses, and _ builders, 
send them to Most Rev. Laurian 
Rugambwa, Rutabo, P.O. Box 3a, 
Kamachumu (Kukoba) Tangan- 
yika Territory, British East Africa. 











For Mission Hospital 
Cost breakdown for those who 
wish to donate a memorial for one 
whom they revere. 

















Outpatient clinic ....... shesvetioenieeets . $13,000 
Men’s Ward ............ ears 5,150 
Women’s Ward ..... 5.150 
Maternity Ward ....... 5,150 
Contagious Disease Ward ............ 3,450 
Children’s War. ..........cccsccrcssseeees 3,450 
Operating ROOM ..........cceeceeeeeeeee 6,900 

Equipment for surgery ............. 4,675 
Supply Room and supplies .......... 5,150 
PEERCNUONL, | sducesvovevsscsscvevstnoesesesecvesessvosese 3,450 
Diet Kitchen . 1,500 
TAUMALY  ...0...000000 4,500 

Equipment ..... 2,700 
Nurses’ Quarters ........ccccccsereeeeeeees 4,800 
Doctors’ resideNCe ...........ceeeeeeees 4,570 
LADOTALOLY ...ccocgrocserorssescscccerscevonssecs 8,000 
Shelters for family of patients.. 5,150 
Kitchen supply room .........::.:e00 6,900 
Employees dining room ................ 3,000 
Bathrooms ............. 300 
Lavatories .............. 500 
Electrical plant ... 5,000 
Water cistern and pumps ............ 6,000 
PTIUIBTICS oocccccccccresccccscsosccccesssoseseee 2,300 
TOUR) PUTMIGUTS oii ciiscceciccscccscccocsees $11,450 


Breakdown of furniture per patient 
Bed and Spring. ..........cccccceseeseeees $ 45 


RNID Ii fas siacbieichvstvescussesedebsvebenes 20 
INNO BUNIINO ocakceceresecvesocciasescooneess 36 
Special equipment .............0:008 23 
Bureau 





Per Patient — Total 


For The Schools 

Six large schools are required 
for the Diocese of Rutabo, Africa, 
to serve a population of 126,000. 
Benefactors may donate all or 
part of any school. Memorial 
plaques will be put on the build- 
ings with the inscription desired 
by the donor. 
Boarding middle schools for boys 

(120 - 150 pupils) 

Be UID 2 ois tases casdsnais enéseoncce each $30,000 
Boarding middle school for girls 33,000 


Agriculture School 














Quarters for Instructors ............ $ 3,000 
TWO dormitories ..............cccccseccees 4,500 
PAVED CMMREOONTID ooscre ncn csscaeecescnsestesece 2,250 
Laboratory 6,000 
MMI chow dco ta bh ahs ig dysedvas’s covaitasignsaveatcode 5,000 
Stables, etc 0,000 
Fence 3,000 
Water supply for stock ................ 1,500 
PME ENE BUMMTIIOEY ve scsaisenscosstcsecostssses 4,500 
Experimental farm. ...............000008 4,500 
RPM OUMMINEN « s cabtnsse> sssahhchsbesdiachsseansivnscs 9,000 
Farm land .. 7,000 

TEMIEML -- cetelecusséssoaseecesirs $60,250 

Building-Construction School 


Quarters for Supervisor 

RNG TRSCHUSCOLS © on .oisesicscosivicoscdess 
Brick and tile making plant ........ 22,000 
INGO GEIS BIO coos csccciaccecsnosessccense 
PEED MUU MEAINES ccs eivtes sosipraccareceavscceses 
New brick making machinery .... 
Stone crusher 





Carpentry 

Four workshops .............. $15,500 
One machine shop ........ 4, 
One store for timber .... 4,000 
Machinery ...........ss00e008 17,000 
Tools 


Building 
One workshop 
Tools 








Srrrrererrirrrry 








Tailoring 
One workshop 
Equipment 


Mechanics 
Two workshops ............... 
Equipment 


ateeeeeeeeeeeens 








Shoemaking 
One workshop 
Equipment 


General 
Nine dormitories 
(270 boys) ... 


eeeeeeereesesees 








Three classrooms. 3,500 
Quarters for Instructors 26,500 
Chapel 








Air Mail Address: Most Reverend 
Laurian Rugambwa, D.D., Ruta- 
bo, P.O. Box 33, Kamachumu 
(Bukoba), Tanganyika Territory, 
British East Africa. , 

Money talks. It can say: “G 
bless Canada. God bless the U.S.A. 





God bless you.” 


Catholic Action 
By Paul Harris 











(Reprinted by request) 


Catholic Action 

is love in Action 

and so we must 

remember that 

it is essentially 

something we are; | 
and not 
something we do: 


Catholic Action 

is love in action \ 
that has for its goa) ' 
the return of men 

to God. 

The return of men 

to God means 

restoration of the 

whole world 

to Christ. 

But if we are 

to restore 

the world to Christ 

We must 

first restore ourselves 

to the love of God. 


If during the 
sixteenth century 
those who wanted 

to reform the world 
had first 

reformed themselves, 
we would not have 
much of the confusion 
and disorder 

of our present world. 
In like manner 

if we wish 

to restore the world 
to Christ 

we must make sure 
that Christ 

is first restored 
within our souls. 


Catholic Action 

is teaching others 

to love God 

from the knowledge 
we have gained 

by first 

loving God ourselves. 


In this age 

of energy 

people are often 
misled into believing 
that Catholic Action 
means giving 
ourselves unreservedly 
to the lay apostolate 
and letting God 

take care of 
everything else. 

But the truth is 

we must first give 
ourselves unreservedly 
to God 

and then God 

will take care 

of our lay apostolate. 


The kingdom of God 
is still within us 

and if we first 
discover this 
kingdom 

in a deep interior 
life of prayer 

and conformity to 
the will of God, 

then the 

kingdom of God 

will overflow out 

of our souls 

and envelop others— 
—and this will be true 
Catholic Action 
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PLEASE 


When sending money or 
cheques, state whether it is 
meant for Restoration sub- 
scriptions or is a donation to 
any of our various funds, It 
is impossible to know just 
what to do with money 
unless you tell us what you 
want it to do. Thanks for it 
too! 
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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Dear God in heaven; I have 
been trying to write You about 
Your Easter Mass, Your resur- 
rection, Your words- about an 
eternal kiss, and my collision 
with the liturgy. Until last night 
I could not even begin to write. 
Now I must write also about my 
own resurrection! 

It was once my boast that I 
could write of anything, while it 
was happening, or immediately 
thereafter, and get it into the 
paper in time for the next edition. 
But then I lived life in the raw. 


Extra! Extra! 

A woman collapsing and uncol- 
lapsing prettily before a jury... 
cops and robbers shooting it out 
with a fine display of brotherly 
disagreement . . . rescue squads 
drilling through walls of rock to 
save imprisoned miners. . . brick 


This Is The Liturgy 

I watched the priest kindle the 
fire at the back of the chapel 
shortly after 11 o’clock Holy 
Saturday evening. I saw the flint 
strike flame. I saw the incense 
begin to burn. I saw the paschal 
candle lighted. 

The electric lights snapped off, 
and the flame of the pure wax 
candle, the light signifying 
Christ, the Light of the world, 
went slowly and majestically 
down the center aisle. 

“Lumen Christi,” Fr. Callahan, 
our chaplain, sang. The boys and 
girls of Madonna House, who had 
been practicing the Holy Week 
and Easter music for many days 
and nights, answered solemnly 
and sweetly with ‘Deo gratias.” 

Presently other candles, lit 
from the paschal flame. were 
being held erect, to show that the 
light of Christ was burning in 
many places; not only in our little 
chapel but throughout the world. 

Fr. Callahan, more moved than 
anyone had ever seen him before, 
began to sing the “Exultet.” 

It was then Your tide of grace, 
Your torrent of happiness, began 
to seep into me; almost Almighty 
God, to drown me. 


This Is The Liturgy 





walls tumbling in dust and smoke | 
and flame to bury a host of heroic | 
firemen ... a hangman adjusting 
the noose around a young lad’s| 
neck, taking pains to see it did 
not fit too snugly. That was my 
daily meat. Raw meat, Lord. 

The liturgy was another kind 
of meat. I found, somewhat to my 
dismay, that I could not write 
about’ it. I was shocked by its 
beauty. I was dazed. But I didn’t 
realize that until You came last 
night. 

How many letters did I not tear 
up or throw away? 

There was so much I wanted to 
thank You for. There was the 
Mass. There was the sudden un- 
expected surge of joy. There was 
Your silent talk, and something— 
I was not sure exactly what — 
You had added about a kiss. There 
was the happy Easter breakfast 
after Mass; the liturgical foods 
prepared in our own kitchen — 
I loved them too— the kiss of 
peace, the three-in-one salute we 
gave each other on the cheeks, 
the greeting, “Christ is risen, 
verily He is risen”; the breaking 
of blessed bread and eating it 
with salt and wine, the knocking 
together of gaily colored eggs. 
And there was something else. 
What was it? No. I could not 
write. 

I kept thinking of the liturgy. 
Meat indeed. Rare, not raw. And 
of my sudden love for it. That 
puzzled me. 


Some Editors I Know 


I had always been allergic to 
anything liturgic. Was it my 
natural stubborness that caused 
this, or my natural stupidity? 

It seemed to me the average 
liturgist was as stringent and as 
strident and as strutting and in- 
tolerant about rules and regula- 
tions for divine worship as some 
editors I knew were about rules 
and regulations for the writing 
of news. Those ivory-tower boys 
had acquired so much solid ivory 
they wanted an ivory world. I 
broke every writing rule and regu- 
lation I could. I was tolerant of 
intolerance. No ivory for me. No 
liturgy. 

When a young liturgist told me 
it was improper to say the Rosary 
during Mass I felt rebuked. I 
rebuked him in my own way. 

“Improper?”, I said. “You mean 
impossible! What with the priest 
saying parts of the Mass out loud, 
and parts in whispers, and even 
singing some of the time, and 
the altar boys ringing bells and 
carrying books around, and 
making believe they’re busy, a 
guy sure gets distracted, Bud.” 

He was one of those men who 
die a little when they are called 
“Bud.” He was one of those high- 
-brows who go limp and pale when 
one uses vulgar words, or slang. 
I measured all liturgists by him. 

Pain Is Prayer ; 

I kept on saying the Rosary 
during Mass. Yet somehow You 
managed to put a missal in my 
hands. That too proved to be a 
distraction. Perhaps, Lord, the 
only prayer that never suffers a 
distraction — so far as I am con- 
cerned — is the prayer of pain. 
One does not forget pain. And if 
it comes from You, and it is wel- 
comed, it is a tremendous prayer. 
Thanks for the pain You sent me 
before and after Easter. It wasn’t 
much. But I am grateful. Does 
that sound queer to You, God? 
It does to me. 

You tried in many ways, 
through the years, to teach me 
something about the liturgy; but 
I wouldn’t be taught. Even Fr. 
Paul Marx’s article on the liturgy 
and Dom Vergil Michel didn’t. 
I edited it for this issue of Restor- 
ation. I read it twice, but only for 
errors. I decided to print it, not 
because it meant anything to me, 





but because many readers would 
enjoy it. 


“Exult, ye heavenly hosts; pro- 

claim these mysteries divine. 

Sound forth, ye trumpets of 
salvation, the victory of so 
great a King. 

Rejoice, O earth, made radiant 
by such splendor. 

Your gloom dispersed, the 
King’s eternal brightness be 
your light. 

Be glad too, Mother Church, 
bathed in the brilliance of 
Thy spouse. 

Resound within these walls, 
triumphant acclamations of 
His flock.” 

I stood there, helpless against 
the turbulent flood of joy surging 
through me — helpless and dazed. 
You seemed to be saying some- 
thing to me. Something about the 
liturgy. Something about a kiss. 
I didn’t hear You distinctly. 

The words in the book were 
sinking deeper and deeper into 
my soul — such as it is — and 
changing it, I think, forever. 

This Is The Liturgy 
“Join with me, dear brethren 
standing by, 

Encompassed in the radiance 
of this holy light... 

For now we celebrate anew the 
solemn paschal feast, 


Whereon is slain the very 
Lamb of God 

Whose blood hallows the lintels 
of the flock. 


This is the night in which our 
forefathers, Israel’s sons, 

Were led forth, freed from 

Egypt’s bitter yoke, 

Dry-foot through the Red Sea 

to their liberty ... 

How wonderful Thy condescen- 

sion and mercy to us! 

How incomparable the favor of 

Thy love. 

That Thou didst give Thy Son 

to free Thy slave!” 

Lord, I found more beauty in 
those words than ever I glimpsed 
in lustrous shell, or budding flow- 
er, or shiny star, or flying bird, 
or even in the loveliness of 
women! 

“O blessed night when Egypt 
was despoiled and Israel en- 
riched! 

O night when heaven is joined 

to earth, and God to man...” 


This Is The Liturgy 


Gradually I came out of the 
mists of the soul; and knew what 
You had been trying to tell me 
about the liturgy. I don’t think 
You used any words. You simply 
put ideas in my head. They rattled 
around there, Lord, in all that 
empty space, until my mind was 
filled with echoes. 

“The liturgy,” You told me, “is 
not in the beautiful and profound 
words alone. Nor in the gestures 
of the priest. or in his voice, nor 
in the voices of the exalted boys 
and girls all around you. Look at 
them! They are happier than you. 
It is not in the ornaments on the 


altar, nor in the burning of wax) | 


tapers, nor in the smell of incense, 
nor in the ritual set down in 
official books. But it is in all these 
things together. 

“Through all the beauty it can 
gather up — beauty of words, of 
tone, of music, of rich aroma, of 
gold and silver vessels, of brocaded 
vestments, of symbols and cere- 
monies and gestures, the Church, 
the bride of My Son, woos her 
Beloved. And officially she says, 
‘This is the way best to show Him 
our love, this is the best way to 
woo Him. Let us be one in 
as He is One in us.’ 

“This is the liturgy. I have given 
it to you. I have spread its beauty 
before your senses that you may 
fill yourself with it and offer it to 
me. I have blessed your eyes with 
this beauty, your ears, your nos- 
trils, your mind, your heart, your 
hands, your feet, your mouth. I 
have blessed you that you may 
bless me! 

This Is The Liturgy 
“This is the liturgy. I am th 


e 
creator of the liturgy. I am I. I 


am God. Out of my mouth comes well, then, to consider briefly the 
the Word. The word I utter is I.|true nature of the liturgy and 
I am the Father of the Word. I also to examine the dynamism of 
am the Word. I am the voice that | ideas that underlies the liturgical 
utters the Word. I am the Con- apostolate as conceived by Father 
cord, the Love, that exists between | Michel. 

the Voice and the Word. Iam the Liturgy according to its etym- 
Father, the Son, and the Holy ology means a public work or ser- 
Ghost. I am the Three in One,'vice which a civic-minded person 
the One in Three. I am the Cru-|performs for the benefit of the 
cified. I am the Resurrection and community. The Catholic liturgy 


the Life, I am the Eternal Kiss 
that you will feel before the Mass 
is done.” 

You didn’t use these words, 
Lord. But I have to, to express the 
ideas You gave me. And I could- 
n’t have written any of them had 
You not come to me last night, 
and reminded me of Your talk at 
the Easter Mass, and of Your 
Kiss. 

What time was it, Lord, that 
you woke me? Early in the morn- 
ing? I was glad You came. And 
I was excited. Who was it wrestled 
with an angel all night? Jacob? 
I didn’t wrestle with an angel. I 
wrestled with a pack of cards! 
Otherwise I might have died of 
wonder and delight. 

And I shall not forget again 
what you said about the Kiss. 

“Let Him Kiss Me” 

I hadn’t entirely forgotten what 
You told me, nor had I exactly 
remembered it. I suspect it was 
still whirling around in my men- 
tal sky, like a crazy beautiful 
comet that wouldn’t stand still 
enough to be studied. 

“Let him kiss me with the kiss 
of his mouth.” 

I had read St. Bernard, Lord, 
and other saints and scholars who 
wrote of this sublime love song 
of King Solomon. But all of them 
had thundered high above my 
head. Your whisper last night 
clarified everything, and made it 
simple. Again I do not quote You 
exactly Lord. Who can quote 
ideas? 

“IT am God. Out of My mouth 
came the Word. ‘In the beginning 
was the Word, and the Word was 
with God; and the Word was God.’ 

“The word was made flesh,’ 
and dwelt among you. 

“The Word I uttered is a Kiss. 
It is the Kiss of my mouth. The 
Kiss of peace. The Kiss of pity. 
The Kiss of boundless mercy. The 
Kiss of consolation. The Kiss of 
love. The Kiss spurned and be- 
trayed and sold and slain. The 
Kiss of redemption. The Kiss of 
salvation. The Kiss triumphant 
over death. The eternal Kiss of 
God! 

A Kiss To A Slave 

“This is the Kiss I gave to free 
you, My slave! 

“I am God and you are my 
slave. You kneel before me at 
Communion. But I come to you, 
gladly. I stoop to you. I visit you 
to kiss you with the Kiss of my 
mouth, the Kiss of eternal life.” 

I played cards while You whis- 
pered, Lord. Which was, probably, 
not liturgical at all! But it was 
either that or try to sleep. I could 
weed stand all the love You showed 
me! 

I did sleep an hour or so, then 
hurried to the chapel that I might 
be kissed again by You. 

Lord, I was dead and in a tomb 
of ignorance, with a great stone 
of orneriness rolled against the 
door. Now I have risen too. But 
not of my own power. You raised 
me. You are my Resurrection and 
my Life; and I love You as much 
as I can love. 

__ Wake me again. Anytime. Even 
if I play cards again in Your 
divine presence. 

Your addled Easter egg. Eddie. 





Hom Michel Explains 
Liturgical Movement 


By Paul Marx, O.S.B. 











In 1937 Dom Virgil Michel 
wrote that “it is a telling con- 
firmation of Our general loss of 
liturgical sense that mens penne 
think the liturgy is nothing but 
. rubrical prescriptions.” Ten 
years later, after defining the 
liturgy as the exercise and con- 
tinuation of the priesthood of 
Christ in His Mystical Body 
through the Mass, sacraments, 
and the Divine Office, Pius XII ex- 
pressly and forcefully rejected 
once and for all such a conception, 
saying in his monumental en- 
cyclical, Mediator Dei: 

- “It is a total misunderstand- 

ing of the true meaning of the 

liturgy to regard it as the mere- 
ly external element in divine 
worship, or as the outward 
splendor of ceremonial; it is 
equally wrong to see in it a mere 
catalog of the rules and regu- 
lations issued by the hierarchy 
of the Church for the conduct 
of sacred rites. 

Its True Nature 

And yet, this false conception is 
all too widespread even today. 
Michel used to say that by far the 
greatest obstacle to the liturgical 
movement was ignorance and mis- 
understanding as to its nature, 





aims, ideals, and scope. It may be 





is the official, public worship 
which the community of the 
Mystical Body, Christ and mem- 
bers, offers up to God for His 
greater glory and for the sancti- 
fication of souls. Not only does the 
liturgy lead man to the proper 
worship of his Creator, but it also 
conveys to him God’s grace. Our 
Lord entrusted His divine mission 
of glorifying the Father and of 
saving souls to His Church, to 
that fellowship of souls united in 
Christ and living the life of Christ 
and known as His Mystical Body. 

“Now the acts by which she 

exercises her power of sanctifyin, 
the hearts of men through her 
sacrifice and sacraments,” Dom 
Virgil explained— 

“the acts by which she utilizes 
the great privilege conferred by 
the Redemption, namely, the 
power to offer to God an accept- 
able sacrifice of praise and 
glory — these acts constitute 
what is called her official public 
service or worship, her LIT- 
URGY. It is by means of her 
liturgy in particular that the 
Church is indeed the continu- 
ation of Christ, of the Savior 
of mankind.” 


They Are One 

As may already be evident, the 
Mystical Body and the liturgy are 
intimately related, in fact, in- 
separable. One cannot grasp the 
full import of the liturgy without 
a thorough understanding of the 
true, inner, spiritual nature of 
the Church as Christ’s Mystical 
Body. 

Through the liturgical initia- 
tion of baptism we are incorpor- 
ated into Christ, are united to 
Him, and, in Him, with one an- 
other, are given a share in His 
life and priesthood. In Mediator 
Dei Pius XII showed that through 
baptism we become members of 
Christ the Priest. 

Even the baptismal rite speaks 
of our having “part with Christ,” 
and that can only mean part with 
Christ here and now. This, then, 
is the beginning of our abiding in 
Christ and Christ in us — or 
better, Christ living His life in us. 

Again, through baptism we be- 
come living branches engrafted to 
the vine, Christ, who becomes 
supernaturally our Brother. We 
share in His very sonship and 
in His worship of the _ eternal 
Father. 

An Active Share 

Together with Christ all the 
branches form a real, living, 
supernatural organism, perme- 
ated and vitalized by the Spirit of 
Christ, the Holy Ghost, who is 
its vivifying soul. In this one 
living organism all are called to 
an active share, not only in the 
organic life and corporate worship 
of the undivided Mystical Christ 
— that is, His Church — but also 
an active share according to one’s 
status, in His work and mission 
as continued in the world by the 
Church. 

Now it is chiefly through the 
liturgy that the Mystical Body, 
in its entire organic life, continues 
the life and work and mission in 
Christ in the world. The liturgy is 
the exercise of Christ’s priestly 
and sanctifying power through 
— and time. As Father Virgil 
stated: 

“It is the exercise of this 
power that constitutes the 
essential life of the Church on 
earth .. . The liturgy can truly 
be called the life of the Church. 
Without the liturgy there 
would be no Church such as 
Christ has instituted. Without 
the liturgy there would be no 
mystical body of Christ, in 
which the divine mission of 
Christ continues. It is above all 
in the official liturgical acts 
of the Church that Christ Him- 
self lives and acts. In them He 
continues His active mediator- 
Ship between God and man, 
there He continues to offer to 
God His own all-sufficient Sac- 
rifice of praise and atonement. 
It is through the liturgy that 
the redemption of Christ is 
extended over all time for the 
constant glory of God and the 
salvation of souls! 

Outside The Liturgy 

To reject the liturgy is to reject 
the Church. It is a failure to grasp 
the meaning of Christ and of God. 
To this fact an increasingly dis- 
integrating Protestantism has 
borne eloquent witness. Just as 
there is no salvation outside the 
Church, so there is none outside 
the oe, 

With Catholics, there is no 
question of rejecting the liturgy. 
The Church has always had her 


y.| liturgical life. She could not have 


pape on mpmout it. But the faith- 

ave a greater or less 
understanding of the primary and 
indispensable God-given means of 
living the Christ-life, and so can, 


&|/the true nature of the Mass and | was preceded 








more or less, model their spiritual | 
lives under the inspiration of the| 
official channels of God’s grace. 

“That in our age this has come 
to be done in a minimum degree,” 
Michel observed, “‘is precisely the 
reason for the need of a movement 
that would again make the liturgy 
as vital in the actual lives of the 
children of the Church, the mem- 
ers of Christ, as it is officially in 
the Church herself, the bride and 
body of the same Christ.” 


Why and how a right under-| 


standing of the liturgy, and there- 
fore proper participation in it, has 
been lost would take us too far 


afield. Sufficient is it to realize 
ithat another tiny portion of the 


that this has been the case. Also, 
that the liturgical apostolate has 
met so much misunderstanding 
and even opposition would seem 
only to prove its great need. 

As Michel asserted in 1926, even 
if no pope had ever called for or | 
supported a liturgical revival, | 
organized efforts to better grasp| 
the essential role of the sacra-| 
ments in the Christian life in| 
itself would be a most worthy) 
cause. 





THE B'S CORNER | 


Saturday, May 11th, was a gala 
day in Madonna House. It was the 
evening before the Big Departure 
of our two teams of Staff Workers 
to their new Missions. Three, 
headed by Catherine Maynard as 
their director, went the next day 
in two cars headed to Winslow, 
Arizona, 2300 miles away from 
Combermere, to start there a new 
Madonna House foundation — the 
Casa de Nuestra Senora, which | 
will be working with Spanish | 
Americans. | 

The other team was leaving by | 
train for Portland, Oregon, where | 
Mary Katherine Rowland and) 
Diane Zdunich, Director and Staff | 





Worker respectively, would take; 


over Blessed Martin’s House, an 
erstwhile Friendship House. | 

The gala evening began with 
our little ceremony of the “giving 
of the keys.” The key is a symbol | 


of authority. On the eve of just} 


~ Off They Go... 
It is with mixed feelings that I 


|see the cars leave our garden-yard. 


Each of the young people leaving 
Madonna House have spent at 
least two years here in training. 
Most of them more than that. And 
now they are going out to start 
new foundations, working far 
away from us and this mother- 


|house where they learned much 


lof what they will now be imple- 
|menting. 

A strange emptiness fills my 
heart. And yet it is at the same 
time filled with joy inexpressible. 

For departures are signs of 
growth in the Lord. Signs, too, 


over-ripe harvest of the Lord will 
be taken care of by these dedi- 
cated young people under the 
direction of the Ordinary of the 
Diocese where they are going to, 
and his priests. 
How They Came To Go 

For each departure of a team 
by long negotia- 
tions between my office and a 
given Ordinary who has requested 


{the personnel for a new founda- 


tion, to take care of some partic- 
|ular need in his diocese. Usually 
I make a preliminary trip to dis- 
cuss all matters involved with the 
Bishop, and receive from him fir 
verbally, then in writing his 
OFFICIAL MANDATE to our In- 
stitute, to undertake the work in 
question. For without this, neithe1 
our being there, nor our work 
would have official status. 

Yes, it all took quite a bit of 
time. And the staff prayed hard 
over each new invitation. Specu- 


st, 


| lations, of course, were rife, as to 


who will be chosen director of the 
new foundation, and who will be 
chosen as staff workers for it. As 
the dates of departure neared, this 
excitement mounted, and specu- 
lations were quite feverish. 
Finally, I would announce the 
choice. For except for the office 
of the Director General, all our 
other offices are by appointment 
under obedience. Speculations 
died that day. But excitement re- 
mained. For everyone in Madonna 
House, to the latest newcomer is 
aware of the fact that the Church 
needs totally consecrated lay 
workers, like we are, everywhere 
and most urgently. And it is joy- 


such departures as these, I pre-| ous to behold that a few are going 


sent a large key on a cushion to 
the chosen leaders — directors— 
superiors of the new foundations, 
saying: ‘Receive this key—symbol 
of your authority, now vested in 
you by me through the grace of 
God and my office. Use your au- 
thority lovingly for the honour 
and glory of God and the sancti- 
fication of the souls entrusted to 
you as well as your own. Remem- 
bering that TO GOVERN IS TO 


with you always.” 

This is followed by songs and a| 
skit or two created by the priests | 
and staff of the apostolate for the 
occasion. The whole is followed by 
a good supper and the next day 
the Departures take place. 








| dioceses 


LOVE. May the Holy Ghost be} have asked us to give them teams 


|out to fill that tremendous need. 
| 


More Needed and Wanted 


| Yes ...my heart feels a little 
empty when they finally leave... 
yet filled with joy just the same. 
And also tinged with sadness. 
For as I see the dust raised by 
their cars settling down on our 
;country road again, I think of my 
{long PRIORITY LIST, wherein 
fare recorded the names and 
of other Bishops who 


for new foundations. 

And I remember how some were 
placed on that “priority list.” 
,Some of the prelates asked with 
| practically tears in their eyes, 
| some had them in their voices. 


| (Continued on Page Four) 


OUR OWN WHO'S WHO 





Pi 3.5 





x 


Catherine “Cathy” A. Maynard, once a parishioner 


of Mary Star of the Sea, in New London, Conn., came to 


Madonna House in April, 19 
ager, with her headquarters 
head of the new unit of the 


53. She was our office man- 
in St. Martha’s. Now she is 
Madonna House movement, 


Casa de Nuestra Senoa, in Winslow, Arizona. 
With the new directress went Philip Knight and 


Theresa Davis. 
Miss Maynard is the 


daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 


Robert John Maynard, 290 Crystal Ave., New London. She 
attended St. Mary’s Parochial school in that city, Chap- 


man Technical High School, 


and St. Joseph’s College at 


West Hartford, Conn. She was for a time employed by the 
Southern New England Telephone Co., and the Electric 


Boat Company. 
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Poverty, The Whole 
Of Spiritual Life 


by Father Patrick, O.F.M. Cap. 











All our spiritual life, to a certain 
extent, could be summed up in 
the concept of POVERTY. Spirit- 
ual life is the growth of grace in 
us. This growth of grace is im- 
possible if we do not first rid our 
souls of all their attachment to 
sin. There are always two mom- 
ents in spiritual achievement: 
The emptying of the soul and the 
filling of it by God’s grace. The 
first moment depends on us; the 
second depends on God alone. 

So, practically, for us, spiritual 
life will be, most of all, a work of 
detachment, a weeding of the 
soul, a stripping of the soul. It 
will be training our souls to 
POVERTY in the grand sense of 
this word. 











Riches of Poverty 

It is this all-including notion 
of POVERTY that I would like to 
develop throughout the following 
articles; the kind of POVERTY 
that can and should shape the 
whole of one’s life of Union with 
God. In applying this notion to 
our faculties, we obtain the fol- 
lowing: 

—Poverty of MIND, which stands 
for perfect HUMILITY through 
FAITH; 

—Poverty of WILL, which stands 
for perfect OBEDIENCE 
through HOPE; 

—Poverty of HEART which stands 
for perfect PURITY through 
CHARITY; 

—Poverty of SENSE which stands 
for perfect TEMPERANCE 
through PENANCE. 

All these will end in POVERTY 
of our whole being possessed in 
PEACE and JOY, which will be 
the “finishing touch” of our 
spiritual make-up. 

All Basically Poor 

Let us open a dictionary to the 
word POVERTY. There we will 
read something like: THE STATE 
OF BEING IN NEED. As one 
well imagines, the bare fact of 
“being in need” has nothing to 
do, directly, with virtue or merit. 
The virtue will be in our attitude 
towards this fact ... or the lack 
of it. 

Nevertheless, so far as the fact 
is concerned, all human beings 
are basically and _ necessarily 
POOR. The fact that we are creat- 
ed, the fact that all we are and 
have is but loaned to us, makes 
us poor in essence. We cannot 
exist without being poor. In other 
words, the awareness of being a 
creature includes that of NEED; 
and THAT is intrinsic, necessary 
POVERTY. 

It seems clear that with such 
an outlook, God alone is rich, and 
all except Him are poor. And it 
seems that all the other forms of 
poverty (imposed or chosen) are 
but consequences of this funda- 
mental indigence of our nature. 

Man Needs God 

Man is fundamentally poor, and 
that is why he fundamentally 
needs God, his Maker. He cannot 
go without God. God is the very 
soul of his soul, more intimate 
to it than it to itself. Without 
God we would all fall back to 
what we were taken from: noth- 
ing. 

Indeed man depends on God 
more than does any other being 
on earth. Why does man count 
so much on God? Because, of all 
created beings on earth, man is 
the only one whose goal is out 
of reach. Man needs the very 
Vision of God if he is to obtain 
his end. And this God alone can 

-give him, out of pure magnan- 
imity. God has wanted it so. God 
has wanted to be indispensable, 
strictly necessary to man. 

Nature can satisfy the animal, 
but man cannot be content with 
less than supernatural life. He 
will always feel cramped and 
frustrated so long as he abides by 
nature only. “Our hearts are on 
edge, O Lord, and nothing can 
give them peace until they rest 
in Thee.” Saint Augustine has 
said and known that through a 


most dire experiment. We also 
have tested this deep dissatis- 
faction of heart. 

As a consequence of this urge 
put by God in man’s heart, the 
more a man realizes and accepts 
this craving, making him so com- 
pletely dependent on God, the 
more happy he is. The more a man 
puts his trust in earthly values, 
the more empty he feels, the more 
insecure, the more unhappy. 

The Singing Cobbler 

The humble shoemaker will 

sing away his days, while the 
greedy millionaire will curse his 
sleepless nights. But to be rich or 
poor in material goods is of little 
importance, so long as the soul 
is poor, so long as, unbound by 
greed, envy, or cupidity, one is 
poor SPIRITUALLY. 
Man is essentially an unsatis- 
fied being. Even as a child his cry 
is one of protest. His first cry is 
the awaited sign that he is alive. 
Yes, the new-born child protests 
against his rude tearing away 
from the womb where he was 
secure and unmolested. 

All of his life is but a succession 
of crises and protests. Finally he 
must admit the deep reason for 
this: the secret of his happiness 
is in God alone. And the greatest 
joy possible here on earth is to 








leap into the Heart of God, real- 
jizing, and wanting no one but 
|Him to look after us. 

| To put it into Thomas Merton’s 
lincisive language: “When we} 
|accept what we are and what we| 
|are not, we begin to realize that 
this great Poverty is our greatest | 
fortune, because it makes us ab- 
solutely need God.” | 

But where is the man who) 
realizes and accepts this absolute 
fact, this absolute need of God | 
in him, this absolute “Poverty” 
of his being? That is where the 
question of virtue comes in. 

Model of Poverty 

Adam and Eve realized this 
Poverty. Yet they decided to 
ignore it. Since then man’s nature 
comes to this world wounded, so 
that his mind, his will, his heart, 
and everything else in him is dim- 
med and unbalanced. That is why 
virtue has become strenuous and 
painful. The first sin was a refusal 
to admit and love Poverty. 

“Thou shalt be like God,” said 
the Devil. 

The desire to POSSESS lost the 
first man! 

God, to give us back this love 
of Poverty, sent us a Divine Model, 
His Only-Begotten Son. That is 
one aspect of the Mystery of the 
Incarnation. 

God, infinitely rich, made Him- 
self infinitely poor, so that man 
might learn how to love Poverty 
and be saved. He had to become a 
creature to become poor! Who can 
probe the depths of such a Mys- 
tery! “Jesus, who though He was 
by nature God, did not consider 
being equal to God a thing to be 





SELF, taking the nature of a 
slave and being made like unto 
men.” (Phil. 2;7). Note the strong 
words used by Saint Paul: HE 
EMPTIED HIMSELF. 

“If there could be anything 
infinite in man,” says Scupoli, “it 
would be his utter indigence.” 

Poorest of The Poor 


It was not enough for God to 
become a man; He even made 
Himself A POOR MAN among 
men. He could have come a king, 
a political favorite, a thundering 
prophet, a bright scholar, a deep- 
thinking Scribe or Pharisee (for 
a change!) No! He came asa 
carpenter! Fathom from that the 
dignity of manual labor! 

Now, since our God lived and 
died in Poverty, man can also live 
and die, loving and wanting her. 

St. Francis had such respect for 
Poverty that he called her “Nos- 
tra Signora della Poverta.” 

Let us be joyful and gay in this 
our vocation to Poverty. For such 
folly is IMITATION OF JESUS. 

Our vocation is all there — 
perpetuate this life of Christ 
throughout the ages until the end, 
when God will come and fold up 
the tent of this world saying: 
“Time is no more.” 








Our 
Chaplains 
will be 
Very Happy 
to 
take care 
of your 
Mass Intentions 





clung to, but EMPTIED HIM-|. 














THE FAMILY FRONT 








COOKING WITH MARY 


Have you ever tried “potato- 
onion-cabbage” soup? It is very 
nourishing and ever so good to 
taste. Here is the idea: 

Take a head of cabbage (medi- 











|um or large, according to family 


size) ; shred coarsely. Peel and cut 
coarsely fifteen to twenty medium 
potatoes. Peel and cut coarsely 
ten onions. Put all vegetables in a 
large pot; cover with cold water, 
and add a quart of same, so tha 


'there is plenty to boil down (you 


may have to add even more water 
from time to time, so as to prevent 
the soup from getting too thick). 
Place pot on very low flame, and 
let simmer for two or three hours 


—and I mean simmer. Before 


|serving on the table, put into 


each soup plate some shredded 
cheese — if possible, Parmesan, or 
Italian cheese — but any other 
will do. 
Speaking of cabbages. Have you 
ever tried stuffed ones? Good! 
Take a large cabbage head. 


Remove outer coarse leaves. Par-| 


boil (boil in a sieve over boiling 
water) said head until fairly soft. 
Take out. Let cool. Cut center of 
cabbage out, leaving only the 
“outer walls.” 
boiled rice, adding fried onions 


to it; and any other precooked| 


vegetables or shredded meats. 
(This is a good place for left- 
overs.) Fill all the empty space in 
the cabbage head. Pour over it 
evaporated milk with melted fats 
(margarine, bacon fat, etc.). 
Bake. Serve with your favorite 
sauce — tomato sauce, sour gravy, 
cheese sauce — anything you 
fancy. Good to the last mouthful 
— if you like cabbage. 


LOOKS AT BOOKS 


The Alvernia Publishing Co., of 
Montreal, one of the fast-rising 
publishers and distributors of 
good Catholic books is currently 
pushing three well-written fav- 
orites. 

THE KING’S ACHIEVEMENT, 
Robert Hugh Benson, a new edi- 
tion of an old story, edited by 
Francis X. Connolly, $3.50. This 
is a stirring tale of England in 
the days when Henry VIII decid- 
ed to take over the monasteries, 
abbeys, and convents, and to dis- 
perse the religious. It is a dram- 
atic story of the conflict between 
two brothers, one a priest, a monk, 
and the other a servant of the 
king, an inspector in charge of 
doing the dirty work. Monsignor 
Benson — with Dr. Connolly’s 
help — makes history live again— 
and again. 

COME RACK! COME ROPE! 
Robert Hugh Benson, Edited by 
Philip Caraman, S.J., $3.50. This 
is also an old story brightly touch- 
ed up, edited, and retold; the 
story of priests in the days of 
Elizabethan persecution — when 
it was a miracle for a priest to 
keep on living in merrie England. 
If you liked it before you’ll like 
it a little better now; if you never 
read it, it will be a treat. 

THE LIVELY ARTS OF SISTER 
GERVAISE, John L. Bonn, $3.50. 
This is a beautiful modern new 
story, brilliantly and sympathetic- 
ally told. It is the story of a nun 
who teaches the drama—and who 
incidentally teaches other people 
than her pupils. She teaches them 
many things, in a lovely, shrewd, 
feminine, funny way. This book, 
one might say, has a merry heart 
and a clever mind. We hope it has 
a very good future. 

THOMAS BECKET, published 
by Arthur H. Stockwell Ltd., Ilfra- 
combe, Devon, England. By Mary 
Angela Jeeves, author of “Joan, 
Daughter of God.” This is a “psy- 
chological study” about St. Thom- 
as A. Becket, and a lot of other 
things that sometimes crowd him 
out of the reader’s mind. The re- 
viewer got tired and never finished 
the book. Price is 12/6 in England, 
which comes to about $1.75 in 
Canada — and probably more in 


the U.S.A. 














Take previously | 


YUKON CELEBRATES 


(Continued from Page One) 
asked if they could bring in their 
mattresses and blankets and sleep 
on the library floor. I couldn’t 
|say no — so we gave them supper 
and then they proceeded to get 
their beds ready. 

That is the life at Maryhouse— 
it is ever different — ever interest- 
ing — a place where people in 
trouble find a haven of peace and 
understanding and charity. It is 
a place where the staff workers: 
Louie Stoeckle, Mary Ruth, Ed. 
Watson who arrived in April, 
Terry Richaud who came last 
month and I, give of ourselves 
twenty-four hours a day seven 
days a week. Pray that we may 
have the grace and the health to 
continue our difficult apostolate. 

And as we begin the fourth 

year of our Mission Work in the 
North, please pray that we all 
may grow spiritually so_ that 
|Maryhouse, St. Joseph’s House, 
‘and the other houses we must still 
‘build will always be houses of 
| peace and charity. 
Editor’s note — Donations of 
‘dried foods, checks, and money 
|may be mailed direct to MARY- 
|HOUSE, WHITEHORSE, YUKON 
| TERRITORY. 











THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Three) 


All had them in their hearts — 
for each of them was a Shepherd 
who loved his sheep . . . and who 
felt powerless to reach all because 
of lack of personnel. Too few 
priests .. . too few nuns... and 
I almost could add, too few totally 
consecrated lay people, who these 
days can do so much, for they can 
go where no priest or nun may 
venture. 

Watching the last dust swirls. . 
I went over the names of my 
special list .. . and they sounded 
like cries in the night . . . Pakis- 
tan... Nigeria... Tanganyika 
... Chile .. . were they big sobs 
in the night? and were all the 
other Canadian and U.S.A. Dio- 
ceses on my list smaller cries? 
Who could tell. One thing I knew. 
I had to pray right here and now 
—as I watched the clear road, 
with the dust of the departing 
cars all settled back on it — I 
HAD TO PRAY FOR VOCA- 
TIONS. For the need of the 
Bishops the world over is well 
nigh desperate. Souls must be 
reached ... or souls will be lost. 
Especially in these tragic days 
when everywhere the Church 
battles Satan breast to breast... 
the Satan of Communism, athe- 
ism, materialism, etc. 

Do You Want to Go? 

Yourng’men ... young women 
.. . between the ages of 20-35... 
if you feel that you want to serve 
God in the Lay Apostolate of 
Secular Institutes — under the 
Counsels of Perfection — of Pov- 
erty, Chastity, and Obedience... 
if you are ready to leave home... 
friends . .. parents .. . country 
to bring souls to Christ through 
the Apostolate of the MARKET 
PLACE . . . and for the love of 
God —- write me — CATHERINE 
DOHERTY, MADONNA HOUSE, 
COMBERMERE, ONT., CANADA 
for further informative literature. 

Slowly I turned back into the 
house. Does it seem strange to 
you dear friends, that the eyes 
of my soul — saw many many 
such departures in the future... 
which I knew the eyes of my body 
would not see. For this was the 
century of Mary and of the Lay 
Apostolate . . . and we were one 





lof these .. . and we were Hers. 
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ON 
SPIRITUAL DIRECTION 


In order that direction may be 
successful, it is clear that certain 
dispositions are necessary on the 
part of the confessor, and of the 
person whom he directs. It is 
necessary that the confessor, 
should be, as it were, the voice of 
God, the instrument of Divine 
grace, the co-operator with the 
work of the Holy Spirit, and con- 
sequently, that he should be an 
interior man, a man of prayer, a 
man well versed in_ spiritual 
things, as much by his own ex- 
perience as by study and reading; 
that he should have no purely 
natural designs, either of vanity 
or self-interest, but that he 
should only consider the glory of 
God and the good of souls; that 
he should never act according to 
the leadings of his own spirit, but 
that he should judge of the things 
of God by the spirit of God. From 
all this it is easy to conclude that 
true directors are very rare. 

As to the persons who desire to 
receive direction, it is evident that 




















they are only fit for it in the same 
measure as they are docile, obe- 
dient, straight-forward, upright; 
resolved not only to avoid sin, but 
to practise all the good which God 
requires of them, to correspond 
faithfully to grace, and to refuse 
| nothing to God, whatever may be 
| the cost to human nature; finally, 
to die to themselves; that they 
| may live entirely to God: and this 
|can only be attained by the spirit 
|of prayer and interior mortifica- 
tion. 

“Manual for Interior Souls” 


Rev. J. Grou, SJ. 





TURN THY BACK 
B 
Dorothy Scbipiiep 








Lord, turn Thy back to me. 
Christ, show me’not Thy Face! 
Lest I leave one outside 

In this bright place. 


Mother, who sent away 
One precious only Son— 
To school, to work, to die 
Keep me Thine own. 


One waits outside. my heart 
A beggar and unknown, 
Give Christ to me in him— 
And him alone. 


St. Michael drive away 

A fiend enwrapped in Light. 
So I may love the man I killed 
Give me God’s tender night. 


O Father! Guide my steps 
At last unto my own. 

Say to my doubting heart 
“This IS my Son!” 


O Spirit! — Smile to hear 
“Un-contemplative” prayer, 
Bind my poor soul to earth 
To find You there! 





Amen. 





Seek ye first 


the Kin g 


dom 
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